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Not  rnnny  smokers  have  seen  a  fine  tobacco  plant 
in  full  bloom,  so  we  show  you  this  picture.  These 
fine  types  of  plants  are  permitted  to  flower  and  to 
produce  seed  —  to  reproduce  the  Cream  of  the  Crop 
— enabling  Luckies  to  maintain  the  same  fine,  uni- 
form quality  that  smokers  everywhere  appreciate — so 
round  and  firm  and  fully  packed — free  from  loose  ends. 
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SOCIETY 

AT  NORTHWESTERN 

NOVEMBER  17,  FRIDAY 
Willard  Hall  Tea  Dance 

NOVEMBER  18,  SATURDAY 
Delta  Zeta  Open   House 
Men's  Union  Informal 
Pearson's   Hall   Radio   Party 

NOVEMBER    24,   FRIDAY 
Navy    Ball,    Lake   Shore 

NOVEMBER  25,  SATURDAY 
Alpha  Gamma  Delta  Open  House 
Phi   Delta  Theta  Pledge   Informal 
Alpha  Xi   Delta   Open   House 

NOVEMBER   29,  WEDNESDAY 

Thanksgiving  Recess   Begins  at   6  P.   M. 

DECEMBER   4,   MONDAY 
Classes  Resume   8   A.  M. 

DECEMBER   a,   SATURDAY 
Saturday   Noon   Forum 
Shi-Ai  Dance 

Alpha  Gamma  Formal  at  the  Saddle  and 
Cycle  Club 

DECEMBER  15,  FRIDAY 
Rogers   House   Formal 
\V.  S.  G.  A.  Cozy 


ATHLETICS 

NOVEMBER    18,   SATURDAY 

Notre  Dame  and  Northwestern  tangle  in 
our    own    lot 

NOVEMBER  25,  SATURDAY 

Michigan  comes  down   to  play   with  the 
Wildcats 

DECEMBER  4,  MONDAY 

Bradley   basketball   squad   pays  Evanston 
a  visit 

DECEMBER  9,  SATURDAY 
Northwestern  visits  Notre  Dame 

DECEMBER  12,  TUESDAY 

Northwestern  travels  to  Milwaukee,  play- 
ing  Marquette 

DECEMBER   16,  SATURDAY 
Pittsburgh  comes  to  town 


DINE  AND  DANCE 

PALMER   HOUSE 
Monroe   and   Wabash. 
Empire    Room.      Richard    Cole    and    his 
orchestra.    $2.00    minimum    except    Sat- 
urday,  $2.50,   just  the  cost  of  a  dinner. 

THE  DRAKE.   GOLD  COAST  ROOM 
Michigan   and   Oak. 

Clyde  McCoy  and  Don  Carlos  alternat- 
ing. One  of  Chicago's  finest  spots.  No 
Cover.      Minimum   or   dinner    $1.75. 


OFF  THE 


LEXICON 


STEVENS  HOTEL 

Michigan  and  Seventh. 
Boulevard  Room  with  Charley  Agnew 
and  his  band  boys.  Special  dinners, 
$1.25  to  $1.75.  Suppers  after  ten 
at  $1.00.  No  cover.  Emrie  Ann  Lin- 
coln starring. 

HOTEL  LA  SALLE 
Madison  and  La  Salle. 
The  Blue  Room  with  its  Continental 
atmosphere  and  floor  show  is  unusual. 
Dinner  $2.00  during  the  week,  and 
supper  dancing  on  Saturdays  only  at 
$1.50.      No   cover   charge. 

ARAGON    BALLROOM 
Lawrence  and   Broadway. 
Wayne  King  and  the  boys.  Costs,   $1.50 
to     $1,85.       $1.50      until      6      Sunday. 
Estimates  per  couple.  Refreshments  extra. 

THE  STABLES 

Broadway    near   Devon   and    Sheridan. 
Just  the  spot   for  us   farmers.   No   cover, 
no    minimum.       Spend    what    you    wish. 
Floor   show   and   dancing. 

THE  LIMEHOUSE 
1563   Howard. 

Jerry    Potter's    orchestra.    No    cover,    no 
minimum.      Dinners    very    reasonable. 

CHEZ  PAREE 

Fairbanks   at   Ontario. 
Vincent  Lopez  and  his  society   orchestra 
with  Harry  Richman  and  an  all-star  floor 
show.   No  cover  charge  except  Saturday. 

CONGRESS  HOTEL 
Michigan  and  Congress. 
Dance  to  the  inimitable  Carlos  Molina 
and  his  mirimba  band  in  the  Joseph 
Urban  and  Hawaiian  Rooms.  New 
Policy,  $1.50  for  Supper  and  all  the 
fizz  water  you  want.  Saturday,  $3.00. 
Floor  shows  in  both  rooms.  No  cover 
charge. 
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BLACKHAWK 

Wabash  at  Randolph. 
Hal   Kemp   is   back  I    So   is   Deane   Janis. 
Bob  Nolan   master  of  ceremonies.   Smart 
floor      show.       Dinner      S1.25,      Supper 
$1.50.    No   cover   charge. 

CANTON  TEA   GARDENS 

Corner  Wabash  and   Van   Buren. 
Husk    O'Hare    and    his    Genial     Gentle- 
men.     No   cover,    no   minimum. 

MORRISON  HOTEL 
Madison  and  Clark. 

Terrace  Garden,  Benny  Meroff  playing 
at  present  in  tropical  setting.  $1.50 
to  $2.00  dinner  served  after  5:30.  No 
cover. 

HOTEL   SHERMAN 
Clark  and  Randolph. 
College  Inn.  Phil  Harris  and  his  orches- 
tra.      Grand    floor    show.       Supper    for 
$1.50   with  sparkling  drinks.   No  cover. 

BISMARK  HOTEL 
Randolph   and   Wells. 
Walnut    Room,    Ted    Weem's    orchestra. 
Minimum    charge    $1.50.    No   cover. 


AFTER  DATE  STOPS 

COOLEY'S 

Evanston.  Three  famous  cupboards, 
all  different  and  yet  inviting.  Known 
to    all    Northwestern    for    its    delectable 


THE  HUT 

Opposite     Willard     Hall.       Good     food, 
well   served,    in   a    collegiate    atmosphere. 

SAN  PEDRO 

No   Man's   Land.   A      haven   for  hungry 
and   thirsty   students. 

NORMANDY  TEA  ROOM 

No    Man's    Land.       Food,      music      and 
dancing,    as   you   like   it. 

THE  SHIP 

Howard  St.  just  off  Clark. 
Sandwiches   and   beverages    of   all    kmds. 
Reasonable    prices.    Other    diverse    places 
west  of  town  about  which   no  authentic 
information   has   been   found. 


GIRLS— BEFORE  THE  DATE 

MARNETTE   BEAUTY  SALON 

1739  Sherman  Ave..  University  1104. 
Presenting  hair  fashions  of  the  moment. 
Individual  creations  for  each  personal- 
ity. 

PIERRE  SALON  DE  BEAUTE 

507    Davis    Street,    Greenleaf    0507. 
What  about  fall  coiffures?    Individuality 
adapted   to   your  personality. 
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Page  Three 
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Parson:  "Good-bye,  and  God  bless  you — and  be 
careful,  now,  that  the  rowdies  of  this  town  don't 
play  any  tricks  on  you." 

Newly-Wed:  "Don't  worry.  Parson,  they  won't 
catch  us  napping."  — Masquerader 

<»       ♦       <S> 

Him — "Never   tell   a   secret   around   chairs." 

She— "Why?" 

Him — "Because  chairs  are  talebearers." 

— Battalion 
»       ♦       <» 

Teacher:  Which  is  larger,  a  kitten  or  a  cat? 
Willie:  A  kitten.      It  takes  two  cats  to  make  one 
kitten!  — College  Humor 

^       ♦       <J> 

"Help  your  wife,"  says  Good  Housekeeping,  "when 
she  mops  up  the  floor,  mop  up  the  floor  with  her." 

— Siren 
<»       ♦       ^ 

Here  I  sit  and  fuss  and  fret 
While  my  seat  is  growing  wet. 
It's  enough  to  make  me  fume! 
Teacher,  can't  I  leave  the  room? 
Why  delay  me  when  you  know 
That  I  simply  gotta  go? 
Honest,  teacher,   I'm  not  feigning — 
My  car  top's  down  and  it  is  raining. 
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Wife  (arriving  unexpectedly  at  hubby's  office)  — 
"Rupert,  I  could  swear  I  heard  Miss  Smith  shout  out, 
'Let  me  go,'  as  I  came  into  the  office." 

Husband — "Yes,  dear,  I  was — er — er  just  saying 
that  someone  would  have  to  go  to  the  bank." 

— Log 
^       ♦       «> 

Knowledge  of  love  depends  on  how  one  grasps 
the  subject.  — Griffith 


NORTHWESTERN'S 
FAVORITE 


Good  Food 
Well  Served 


Collegiate 
Atmosphere 


THE  HUT 

"Across  from  Willard  Hall" 


"Co-op    Purchases    Pay    Dividends" 

SHOP  AT  THE 

CO-OP 

For 

Xmas  Cards 

LARGE  SELECTION 


TYPEWRITERS 
RENTED 

(PORTABLES   OR    UPRIGHTS) 

UNDERWOOD  CORONA 

REMINGTON  ROYAL 


XMAS  CARDS 


ENGRAVED 
CARDS 

100   Cards 
and   Plate 

$2-50 


GREETING 
CARDS 

ALL 
OCCASIONS 


XMAS  CARDS 


FOUNTAIN  PENS- 

•   THE  NEW  PARKER 
•  THE  NEW  WAHL  EVERSHARP 
•  THE  NEW  SHEAFFER 


PING  PONG 
EQUIPMENT 


NORTHWESTERN 

STUDENT    CO-OP   ^^^'^ 
Orrington  Hotel  BIdg.        Gre.  2600 


SPORTS 
SSUE 


AS   PRESENTED 

BY 

POLLY 


OLD 
MAN 


OUTER 
WORLD 


So  they  have  made  Mae  West  a 
Kentucky  colonel.  Well,  there  is 
plenty    of   space   on    which   to   pin 

medals. 

4.   ^   <s^ 


remarked  that 
is  a  lot  better 
If    the    person 


Someone  once 
Wagnerian  music 
than  it  sounds." 
who  said  that  is  still  on  earth,  he 
has  probably  murmured  recently 
that  the  logic  of  that  bewhiskered 
genius,  George  Bernard  Shaw,  is  in 
the  same  boat. 

Georgie  has  long  sung  the 
praises  of  Mussolini. 

He  has  filled  many  a  volume  of 
praise   on   Red    Russia   and    Stalin. 

Now  he  proclaims  that  Mr.  Hit- 
ler has  created  the  ideal  govern- 
ment. 

But,   ladies   and   gentlemen,    Mr. 
Shaw  absolutely  refuses  to  live  any 
place  but  in  muddling  old  England. 
4.  ♦  *. 

We  have  come  to  the  conclusion, 
after  perusing  "Letters  to  the  Edi- 
tor" columns  and  other  sources  of 
the  sort,  that  "unconstitutional"  is 
the  word  used  to  describe  anything 
the  Government  does  to  spoil  your 
little  graft. 

-»>  ♦  ^ 

John  Nance  Garner  —  you 
remember,  the  chap  who  should 
have  Throttlebottom's  place  as  the 
World's  Most  Obscure  Vice  Presi- 
dent— has  been  found.  Not,  of 
course,  that  any  one  was  looking 
for  him  particularly.  Some  newspa- 
per men  just  happened  on  him. 
Wishing  to  be  polite,  they  asked 
him  to  make  comment  on  Roose- 
velt's "Money  Speech."  His  reply 
is  told  by  the   Associated   Press  as 


PEEKS  IN 

By   HENRY   I.  STIMSON 

follows:  "Garner  merely  smiled 
and  said  he  and  Ross  Brumfield,  an 
old  friend,  had  returned  from  a 
dove  hunt  with  the  limit,  i  5  birds 
each."  Boy,  when  the  Democrats 
shut  Jack  up,  they  did  a  good  job. 
The  Sphinx  had  better  watch  out, 
or  Garner  will  have  surpassed  its 
long  standing  reputation  for  tight- 
lipped  secrecy.  The  one  big  differ- 
ence between  Garner  and  the 
Sphinx,  however,  is  that  there  is  a 
possibility  that  the  Sphinx,  were  it 
able  to  talk,  might  tell  something 
worthwhile — while  Garner     . 


Yoo-hoo,  Sally! 


The  only  difference  that  we  can 
see  between  the  attitude  of  the 
Great  American  Public  before  1929 
and  today  is  that  in  1929  everyone 
was  looking  to  Wall  Street  for  easy 
money,  while  today  everyone  looks 
to  Washington  for  the  same  thing. 

*  ♦  «> 

This  month's  laugh  is  without 
doubt  at  the  expense  of  the  Michi- 
gan prison  officials  who  conceived 
the  idea  of  exhibiting  a  "model" 
prisoner  at  the  Lenawee  county 
fair.  Being  in  prison  is  bad 
enough,  but  being  exhibited  along 
with  prize  poultry,  blue  ribbon 
livestock,  and  tasty  pies  is  a  little 
too  much  to  ask  of  anybody.  Per- 
haps this  is  an  example  of  the  latest 
in  progressive  penology,  we  don't 
know,  but  the  "model"  prisoner 
escaped,  and  we  don't  blame  him  a 
darn   bit. 

We  suggest  that  next  year  not  a 
"model"  prisoner  but  the  people 
who  hit  upon  the  brilliant  scheme 
of  exhibiting  him  be  placed  on  dis- 
play at  the  Lenawee  County  Fair. 
They  ought  to  be  worth  look- 
ing at. 

*  ♦  «> 

Is    there    anything    in    a    name? 
Mr.  Getz  has  been  made  head  cam- 
paign solicitor  for  the  G.  O.  P. 
«■  ♦  «■ 

To  us,  the  most  traverse  traves- 
ties on  the  American  legal  system 
are  the  periodical  cases  of  breach  of 
promise  and  alienation  of  affection 
which  appear  in  the  law  courts  of 
these  United  States.  As  this  is 
written.  Miss  Claire  Windsor,  the 
{Continued  on  Page  8) 


Drama 


"Don't  step  on  the  sleeping  dog's 
tail."  Mr.  Priestley  warns  the  breath- 
less audiences  at  the  Illinois  Theater. 
For  there  is  truth  and  truth  and  if  one 
can  get  past  the  Dangerous  Corner  of  a 
musical  cigarette  box  he  may  dwell 
comfortably  in  the  safe  world  of  lies. 
All  these  weighty  and  subtle  truths  are 
revealed  in  the  astounding  and  merci- 
less inquisition  which  the  characters 
conduct  among  themselves.  Illusions 
are  shattered!  The  sweet,  simple, 
young  bride  is  neither  sweet  nor 
simple.  The  snug  little  group  of  six 
friends  is  too  deeply  entangled  in  the 
meshes  of  hidden  affection. 

Perhaps  Mr.  Priestley  is  a  bit  too 
ingenious  in  pairing  off  his  characters. 
Amidst    the    many    combinations    and 

•  recombinations     of     these     complex- 

burdened  people  one  sighs  for  a  lonely 
soul  who  has  no  secret  mate.  And  then, 
after   man's    duplicity     has    been    re- 
vealed, the  obliging  Mr.  Priestley  de- 
cides not  to  rival  his  gloomy  brother 
dramatist.   O'Neill,   and   reneges.      He 
allows  his  characters  to  skid  around  the  corner  at  sixty, 
twice.  The  first  attempt  is  disastrous.  But  on  the  sec- 
ond trial   the  corner  is  turned  and  life  goes  on   and 
the  audience  goes  out  just  a  bit  puzzled. 

However,  the  laurel -wreathed  O'Neill  allows  no 
trifling  with  life.  His  melancholy  theme  is  unmistak- 
able— there  is  no  place  for  the  misfit.  Swearing,  yell- 
ing, painfully  cogitating  "Yank"  doesn't  belong.  And 
though  "Winston  O'Keefe,  as  Yank,  fiercely  tries  to  dis- 
place the  "bloody  capitalists."  the  ["^'Ws,  the  stokers 
with  whom  he  works,  and  the  ape  at  the  zoo,  he 
cannot  find  a  place  in  the  sun. 

The  realism  of  dialog  and  the  lustiness  of  lung 
power  belie  the  impressionistic  stage  sets.  The  jail,  the 
zoo.  the  stoke  hole,  the  deck,  the  IWW  office,  and 
Fifth  Avenue,  slant  at  a  thirty  degree  angle.  But  per- 
haps, this  is  a  symbolic  token  of  Yank's  mental 
condition. 

The  second  offering  to  Northwestern's  school  of 
speech  contrasted  strangely  with  the  stark  power  of 
the  Hairy  Ape.  Three  one-act  plays,  written,  directed, 
and  acted  by  students  were  presented.   Bonnie  Haw- 


• 


thorne  wrote  the  tragedy  of  a  misun- 
derstood adolescent  whose  soul  quaked 
at  the  maternal  munching  of  popcorn 
and  the  unshod  paternal  feet.  True  to 
good  dramatic  tradition  the  play  mere- 
ly stated  the  problem.  The  authoress 
was  content  to  leave  the  social  dilem- 
ma for  solution  by  the  coming  gen- 
eration. 

Paul  Green  turned  his  eyes  to  the 
Kentucky  hills  to  find  the  materials  of 
drama.  From  this  little-tapped  font  of 
inspiration  flowed  Quare  Medicine. 
Dr.  Emanuel's  medicine  changed  the 
shrew  to  a  willing  wife  more  expedi- 
tiously than  did  Petruccio.  And 
cringing  Henry  demanded  the  right  to 
chew  his  tobacco  and  even  to  spit  on 
the  hearth — after  taking  the  drug  in- 
tended to  produce  a  meek  and  humble 
wife. 

Julianna    Chapman    turned    to    the 
modern    scene    to    write    her    drawing 
room    comedy.    The    Caprice    of    the 
empty-headed  faddist  who  is  equally 
happy  with  a  woman's  club  and  a  love 
affair  is  a  source  of  amusement  to  her  superior  hus- 
band. But  Love  triumphs  with  the  charming  curtain 
line  which  the  chastened  spouse  recites  to  her  serene 
husband:   "  Go  to  hell!" 

After  these  gems  the  audience  was  allowed  to  voice 
its  reactions.  Sad  to  say,  however,  the  dramatists  got 
the  last  word.  The  vox  populi  was  summoned  and 
blared  forth  that  the  fault  of  the  plays  was  motiva- 
tion. "But,"  replied  the  spokesman  of  the  school  of 
speech,  "the  projection  was  fine.  Any  other  criticism?" 
Undaunted,  the  populace  cried.  "Projection!"  The 
soothing  voice  responded.  "Ah.  but  the  motivation 
was  excellent." 

Even  a  blatant  critic  was  cowed  into  submissive 
silence  and  the  ink  was  frozen  in  her  pen. 

So.  completely  overwhelmed  by  this  ludricous 
manipulation  of  a  critic's  viewpoint.  Polly's  play  per- 
user felt  intoxicated  and  thoroughly  overcome  by  the 
incident,  in  addition  to  the  complete  dearth  of  any 
other  stimulation  to  an  exciting  month  of  theater. 

Kneeling  in  silent  prayer,  she  lays  her  useless  pen 
aside  and  pleads  for  refreshing  showers  to  revive  the 
stagnant  atmosphere  of  Chicago's  play  street. 


Rivalry 


Once  upon  a  time,  back  in  the 
dear  old  days  when  the  only  requi- 
site for  an  invitation  out  to  dinner 
was  an  appetite,  a  group  of  monkeys 
convened  in  the  forest  primeval.  A 
few  bald-headed  ones  had  an  in- 
spiration. They  proposed  to  sub- 
stitute organized  education  in  place 
of  the  peaceful  life. 

'■We'll  build  a  college,"  they  de- 
cided. 

The  difficulty  was  to  raise  funds. 
A  solution  of  this  was  soon  found. 

"If  you  favor  the  religious  dog- 
mas of  Mental  Retardation,"  stated 
one  ecclesiastical  monkey,  "we'll 
donate  support." 

So  based  on  the  retarding  of  the 
mental  faculties.  Northwestern  was 
founded,  fumigated,  and  financed. 
The  Trustee  Board,  representing  by 
far  and  away  the  biggest  monkeys 
in  the  community,  drew  up  a  char- 
ter. One  of  the  provisions  was  that 
no  'wild-moose  milk'  could  be  sold 
around  Northwestern. 

All  went  well  for  the  time  being. 
All  young  monkeys  boasting  im- 
pressive foreheads  saved  their  co- 
coanuts  and  attended  NU.  The 
monkeys  were  segregated  according 
to  sex.  Through  the  bigness  of  their 
hearts  and  the  smallness  of  their 
brains,  the  Monkey  Board  of  Trus- 
tees decided  that  male  and  female 
monkeys  should  be  permitted  to  go 
together  up  until  a  certain  hour 
each  evening.  Ten  o'clock  seemed 
the  logical  limit.  Their  idea  was 
that  the  period  before  ten  lent  itself 
to  platonic  events,  while  after  that 
hour  the  males  were  more  persuasive 
and  the  femmes  less  resistant. 

In  vain  did  a  minority  of  far- 
sighted  monkeys  point  out  that  if  it 
was  going  to  happen  at  all,  it  could 
happen  just  as  easily  before  that 
hour  as  after. 


But  in  spite  of  these  points  of 
friction,  things  went  along  at  a 
pretty  satisfactory  level.  One  day, 
however,  a  few  revolutionary  mon- 
keys held  a  meeting. 

"This  doctrine  of  mental  retard- 
ation stinks,"  the  leader  asserted. 
"Let  us  found  a  university  that  will 
make  boilermakers  and  not  bums 
out  of  our  offspring." 

So  Purdue  University  was  found- 
ed and  a  lot  of  monkeys  went  to 
perdition  there  instead  of  at  North- 
western. A  keen  athletic  rivalry 
sprang  up  between  the  two  schools. 

Northwestern  adopted  a  policy 
of  watchful  waiting,  watched  and 
waited  while  Purdue  gladiators 
went  out  annually  and  made  mon- 
keys out  of  the  star  athletes  at  NU. 

The  big-shot  Monkey  Coach  at 
Northwestern  was  losing  his  mind. 
He  went  before  the  faculty  and 
trustee  board. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  began,  "do 
youse  realize  we  got  a  heluva  big 
stadium  to  pay  for?  We  got  to  rate 
good  teams  to  get  the  lugs  to  buy 
tickets.  At  present  our  teams  are 
lousy,  literally  and  athletically.  We 
got  to  get  bigger  monkeys  here. 
Purdue  is  subsidizing  her  athletes, 
giving  them  ten  bananas  a  day. 
We're  only  giving  six.  We  got  to 
double  our  ante.  We  also  got  to 
have  a  list  of  approved  course  which 
athletes  can't  flunk.  Just  when  I 
get  some  tramp  to  shinny  up  a  tree 
in  five  seconds  flat  some  irregular 
verb  sends  the  ham  back  to  Podunk- 
us  to  marry  the  banker's  daughter 
and  sell  bonds.  It  ain't  right.  Mu- 
tiny, I  calls  it." 

This  woeful  dirge  sapped  the 
tears  from  all  the  big-shot  monkeys 
and  provisions  were  made  to  help 
all  lettermen.  So,  throughout  the 
country,    spy    monkeys    from    NU 


sought  out  athletic  material.  Purdue 
scouts  also  hit  the  trail  for  brawn 
instead   of   brains. 

"Ten  bananas  and  fraternity 
privileges  at  Purdue." 

"Twelve  bananas,  a  coed  and  a 
sixteen  cylinder  chariot  at  N.   U." 

One  year  NU  had  a  fairly  suc- 
cessful athletic  schedule  and  had 
managed  to  mow  down  and  elim- 
inate all  opposition  during  the  reg- 
ular season.  Then  some  cluck  began 
to  worry  about  the  fact  that  many 
monkeys  in  the  country  didn't  have 
enough  cocoanuts  on  which  to  sub- 
sist. Another  bozo  thought  up  the 
clever  idea  to  play  a  post-season 
game  with  Purdue  for  Charity's 
sake. 

Northwestern  decided  to  play  the 
role  of  the  perfect  philanthropist. 
It  not  only  gave  the  proceeds  of  the 
game  to  charity  but  handed  the 
game  itself  to  Purdue.  For  a  long 
time  the  mention  of  the  word, 
charity,  was  sufficient  to  send  a 
thousand  NU  monkeys  into  hys- 
terics. 

In  retaliation  a  lucky  NU  team 
managed  to  tie  a  potential  cham- 
pionship Purdue  team  and  cheat 
them  out  of  a  Big  Tin  pennant, 
And  so  a  majority  of  hotheads  in 
both  schools  hissed  and  barked 
nasty,  caustic  remarks  back  and 
forth  at  one  another,  as  if  a  lousy 
lice-scratching  contest  was  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  that  mattered. 
A  few  more  intelligent  monkeys 
placed  their  emphasis  on  the  more 
important  things  in  life — a  glass 
of  wild-moose  milk  and  female 
monkeys  with  personality  and  few 
objections.  And  as  Aldous  Huxley 
would  conclude,  such  should  be  the 
kingdom  of  heaven. 

by  KEN  HINDLEY 
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(Continued  from  Page  5) 
movie  star,  is  the  latest  victim,  hav- 
ing been  assessed  $75,000  for 
absorbing  the  affections  of  a  Cali- 
fornia stock  broker.  As  far  as  we 
are  concerned,  it  would  be  much 
more  to  the  point  to  assess  the 
stock  broker,  for,  after  all,  he  is  the 
one  who  happens  to  have  the  most 
immediate  control  of  his  affections. 
An  award  of  this  kind  apparently 
IS  made  on  the  supposition  that 
Vv'hen  a  man  switches  his  affections 
from  his  wife  to  another  woman, 
he  has  no  responsibility  whatso- 
ever and  is  not  at  all  to  blame. 

<»   ♦  «> 

"Every  bandit  killed  in  action." 
says  the  Toledo  Blade,  "is  a  dead 
loss  to  some  lawyer." 

■<■  ♦  «> 

As  this  is  written.  President 
Roosevelt's  "money  speech"  is  al- 
most forgotten  and  people  have 
again  turned  to  attacking  his  NRA 
and  what  goes  with  it,  but  it  is  our 
wish  to  recall  it  here  so  that  we  can 
tie  in  with  it  what  we  think  is  one 
of  the  better  inflation  stories. 
Roosevelt's  speech  did,  of  course, 
virtually  kill  fears  of  wholesale 
inflation,  so  this  story  will  be  in  re- 
verse English,  so  to  speak,  but  we'll 
tell  it  anyway,  just  to  prove  that 
Germany,  in  her  post-war  inflation 
spree  didn't  corner  the  market  on 
Inflation  Stories.  Jeff  Davis  of  the 
Confederacy  and  those  who  were 
with  him  did  quite  a  lot  of  experi- 
menting with  printing  press  money 
themselves,  and  this  story  is  a  re- 
sult of  that  inflation. 

One  of  Lee's  soldiers  was  gazing 
longingly  at  a  fine  horse  that  one  of 
his  comrades  was  saddling. 

"Say,"  he  said,  "that's  a  mighty 
fine  looking  horse  you  have  there. 
I'll    give   you    $25,000    for    him." 

"The  hell  you  will,"  same  the 
reply,  "I  paid  $5,000  this  morning 
to  have  him  curried." 

«-   ♦  ^ 

Buying  the  farmer's  surplus  to 
feed  the  idle  won't  please  every- 
body.     Farmers  don't  raise  caviar. 


Two  gentlemen  were  conversing 
in  the  Men's  Lounge  of  an  Evans- 
ton  hotel  not  so  long  ago.  They 
were  very  distinctly  of  the  "respec- 
table citizen"  type.  Each  looked  as 
if  he  might  be  a  pillar  of  his 
church,  a  critic  of  the  NRA.  a 
backer  of  sound  money,  and  a  sup- 
porter of  clean  government,  par- 
ticularly the  latter.  They  were  of 
the  sort  that  every  now  and  then 
rises  up  and  says,  through  selected 
mediums  of  known  integrity,  "We 
will  do  away  with  vice,  with 
crime,  with  all  those  detrimental 
forces  which  we  find  among  us  to- 
day, and  to  that  end  we  will  sup- 
port I.  M.  Aboveitall.  or  Mr. 
Someone  Likhim  in  this  election." 
They  never  elect  either  of  the  above 
mentioned  gentlemen — usually  be- 
cause the  two  candidates  feel  poli- 
tics, fundamental  politics,  to  be  be- 
neath their  dignity — but  everyone 
concerned  enjoys  the  warm  glow  of 
self-satisfaction  that  they  give 
themselves  by  their  "wholehearted 
endeavor  to  clean  things  up." 
Anyway,  the  two  gentlemen,  whom 
we  have  just  described,  were  con- 
versing somewhat  in  this  manner — 
and  being  a  columnist  of  sorts  of  a 
whole  month's  standing  —  we 
couldn't  help  overhearing: 

"Mr.  Warner,  what  would  you 
say  to  Mr.  Smith  as  our  candidate 
for  Judge  of  the  Municipal  Court'" 

"Well.  I'd  be  a  little  fearful. 
Sm.ith  is  as  fine  a  gentleman  as 
you'll  find  anywhere.  I'll  admit 
that.  He's  honest:  he's  uncorrup- 
tible: he's  well  versed  in  law  and 
procedure:  he  believes  in  clean  gov- 
ernment. But  he  wouldn't  do  for 
Judge    of    the    Municipal    Court." 

"Why  do  you  say  that.  Mr. 
Warner'" 

"I've  known  Smith  for  years. 
I've  lent  him  money.  I've  steered 
him  into  some  good  investments. 
But  well  as  I  have  known  him, 
and  as  much  as  I  have  done  for 
him,  do  you  think  he'd  fix  a  traffic 
violation  ticket  or  do  a  favor  for 
me  or  one  of  my  friends?  No,  sir, 
he  would  not.  'That's  why  he 
wouldn't  do  for  Judge  of  the 
Municipal    Court." 


"No,  he  certainly  would  not. 
But  I  didn't  know  he  was  like  that 
when  I  mentioned  his  name.  I 
thought  he  was  all  right." 

One  more  laugh  at  the  folks  be- 
yond the  cloisters  and  we'll  call 
this  column  to  an  end.  During 
the  Hoover  administration  the  gov- 
ernment was  building  quarters  for 
married  aviators  and  their  wives 
down  at  Maxwell  Field,  near  Mont- 
gomery, Ala.,  at  a  cost  of  about 
$640,000.  Upon  assuming  office. 
President  Roosevelt  impounded  all 
funds  for  such  projects  unless  said 
funds  were  already  obligated.  Con- 
sequently, there  are  now  40  nice 
houses  almost  ready  for  occupancy 
at  Maxwell  Field,  but  there  is  no 
road  to  the  place  and  no  electrical 
system,  the  contracts  for  the  road 
and  the  electrical  conduit  being  un- 
let when  Roosevelt  assumed  office. 
So,  the  new  houses  are  standing 
vacant  and  the  $40,000  needed  to 
finish  the  job  is  unavailable.  Mean- 
time, the  War  Department  is  pay- 
ing $3,000  a  month  rent  in  Mont- 
gomery to  provide  homes  for  the 
aviators.  Economy  is  great  stuff, 
ehi" 


To  Be  or  Not  +0  Be 


\Shat  does  H  take 
io  uaiisfy  ?  " 

' 'That's  easy .  .  . 

and  they're  MILDER 
and  they  TASTE  BETTER." 


v_yliesterfield 
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Love  For  A  Living 


"So  I  took  the  fivi;  thousand 
dollars,  and  here  I  am.  " 

As  he  said  this.  Hudson  Milward 
Farnngton  reached  for  the  leather 
cigarette  box  that  lay  at  his  elbow, 
took  out  one  of  its  contents,  lighted 
it,  and  sank  lower  in  his  chair, 
blowing  a  lazy  smoke  ring  toward 
the  ceiling. 

Hudson  Milward  Farrington  was 
in  the  sitting  room  of  his  suite  in 
Vernon  Hall,  New  Haven.  He  was 
— or  had  been — conversing  with 
his  room-mate.  Burton  Phelps,  but 
now  his  trend  of  thought  seemed  to 
have  vanished  much  as  had  the 
smoke  ring  he  had  so  recently  sent 
ceilingward,  and  now  he  sat — or 
rather  slumped — with  an  expression 
of  vacancy  on  his  face.  Burton, 
however,  did  not  share  his  com- 
panion's tranquility. 

"But."  he  said,  and  his  tone  con- 
veyed both  wonder  and  disbelief, 
"is  that  all  there  is  left?  Are  you 
sure  Old  Fuzzy  isn't  pulling  a  gag 
or   something?" 

"No,  that's  all  that's  left,"  came 
the  reply,  "it's  just  as  I  told  you. 
After  the  Gov' nor  died  and  the 
estate  went  into  Fuzzy's  hands,  he 
decided,  since  he  was  my  guardian, 
that  he'd  try  a  little  of  his  own 
child  psychology  on  me  or  some- 
thing— and  now  I've  spent  all  but 
that  five  thousand  on  a  damned  col- 
lege diploma  that  1  can't  sec  is  much 


good  anyhow,  and  he  now  tells  me 
that  that  is  the  ideal  situation  for  a 
young  man  just  starting  out  in  the 
world." 

"'What  do  you  mean,  ideal?  I 
can't  see  anything  ideal  in  it.  " 

"Can't  say  1  do  myself.  But 
Fuzzy,  because  he  started  out  with 
nothing  except  the  nails  for  his 
damned  old  lawyer's  shingle  and 
because  he's  ended  up  with  a  couple 
of  millions  or  so.  thinks  that  the 
only  way  a  young  fellow  can  get 
ahead  is  to  start  penniless  or  prac- 
tically so.  so  he  thinks  it's  great 
stuff  that  he  let  me  run  wild  with 
the  family  fortune  these  last  years  so 
that  now  I  can  start  life  with  five 
thousand  dollars.  Five  thousand" 
dollars — and  I  was  going  to  hit  the 
estate  for  a  new  Duesenbcrg  for 
graduation.  Bunk!" 

"But.  gosh,  Huddy."  said  Bur- 
ton, "you'll  have  to  go  to  work  or 
something.  Five  thousand  dollars 
won't  see  you  through  the  summer 
hardly,  what  with  house  parties, 
and  week-ends  and  what-not.  What 
are  you  going  to  do? 

"I'm    going    to   Newport." 

"To  Newport!  Then,  by  gosh, 
you  will  be  broke  by  the  end  of 
the  summer.  Sec  you  in  the  bread- 
line, my  boy." 

"Broke,  hell.  Fm  going  to  New- 
port and  I'm  going  to  spend  every 
cent  of  that  five  thousand  dollars  so 
that  it  will  look  as  if  there  were  a 
million  or  two  behind  it.  By  the 
end  of  the  summer  I'll  be  marrying' 
some  gal  who  has  a  million  or  two 
and  then  will  old  Fuzzy  burn.  I'll 
show  him.  He  thinks  he'll  make  a 
man  of  me — well,  he  won't.  I  was 
born  to  be  a  playboy  and  that's 
the  only  think  I'll  ever  finance,  so 
help  me." 

II 

Hudson  Milward  Farrington  had 
been  at  Newport  three  days.  His 
success  in  woman  hunting  had  not 
been  phenomenal.   But   the  ground 


work  was  laid.  Fie  had  borrowed 
Phelp's  roadster  —  with  its  three- 
hundred-dollar  radiator  ornament 
and  its  gold-plated  window  lifts 
and  door  handles — and  had  driven 
to  the  front  door  of  the  Narragan- 
set  Monday  afternoon  in  all  the 
splendor  of  visiting  royalty.  Phelps 
had  gone  to  Europe  and  the  car 
was  his  for  the  summer.  Huddy's 
Packard  had  been  sold  in  New 
Haven  for  a  paltry  $1,250  but 
every  bit  helped  to  swell  what  he 
chose  to  call  his  "female  campaign 
fund."  The  price  of  the  Packard 
would  pay  for  the  suite  he  had 
engaged  until  the  first  of  September 
and  if  the  girl,  who  he  would  pick 
to  be  his  source  of  income  was  un- 
able to  buy.  him  better  than  Pack- 
ards.  then,  by  Croesus,  a  divorce 
would  be  in  order. 

Everyone  in  the  hotel  —  and 
there  were  not  many  as  yet  — 
knew  that  he  had  chartered  "The 
Flying  Dolphin" — the  Webster 
yacht — and  that  the  price  he  had 
paid  had  been  a  bit  staggering  to 
one  of  even  his  apparent  means. 
Yes,  the  ground  work  was  laid. 
He  had  no  fear  that  any  of  his  yet 
to  be  discovered  prospects  would 
discard  him  as  a  penniless  pauper. 
And  he  came  from  Cleveland. 

His  years  at  Yale  had  taught 
him  that  the  east  is  prone  to  accept 
any  middle  westerner  at  his  face 
value,  if  the  face  value  is  covered 
with  gold  dust. 

And  tonight  was  the  Pennington 
Ball — the  first  of  the  season,  and 
his  first  opportunity  to  look  over 
his  prospective  providers.  Yes, 
providers,  and  nothing  more.  This 
must  be  a  business  proposition — 
though  the  girls  were  never  to  guess 
it,  not  even  after  they  had  "hopped 
to  the  God-box,  and  been  stitched" 
as  his  friends  at  Yale  would  have 
said.  But  he  must  not  fall  in  love. 
Not.  at  least,  with  a  mere  girl  with 
no  purse.  If  he  found  the  purse, 
and  then  fell  in  love,  not  only  with 
it,  but  with  the  girl,  then,  of  course, 
it  would  be  all  right.     But  he  was 


By  HENRY  I.  STIMSON 


not  merely  getting  married,  he  was 
getting  a  livelihood.  Care  would 
be  his  watchword.  And  tonight 
was  the  Pennington  Ball. 

Ill 

An  artificial  moon  hung,  but 
cast  no  rays,  in  the  center  of  the 
Shore  Casino.  Swirling  summer 
frocks  stood  out  gayly,  some  like 
curling  columns  of  smoke,  others 
like  spry  nymphs  dancing  beside  a 
water  fall,  against  the  background 
of  the  men.  An  orchestra,  imported 
from  a  Boston  night  club,  beat  out 
its  rhythms  under  a  canopy  of  flow- 
ers that  hung  realistically  from  an 
arbor,  at  one  end  of  the  pavilion.  In 
the  balcony  at  the  other  end  sat  the 
present  owners  of  a  good  share  of 
America's  wealth,  while  on  the 
floor  and  in  the  stag  line  were  those 
who  would  one  day  be  owners.  In 
the  stag  line,  apparently  as  poten- 
tially wealthy  as  any.  stood  Hud- 
son Milward  Farrington. 

He  had  danced,  at  this  point, 
with  seventeen  girls.  They  had  all 
gone  on  his  list  of  prospects — as 
soon  as  he  had  ascertained  their 
names  from  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances in  the  stag  line.  It  was  a 
good  list,  and  most  of  the  girls 
were  either  fair  to  middlin'  or  mid- 
dlin'  to  good,  as  he  expressed  it 
himself.  He  had  decided  early  in 
his  venture  that  he  might  as  well 
do  as  well  by  himself  as  possible 
and  after  the  prospective  fortune 
passed  the  two  million  mark  he 
might  even  sacrifice  a  million  or 
two  for  the  sake  of  other  desirable 
qualities.  But  they  must  have  at 
least  two  million.  That  was  his 
dead-line.  Seventeen  girls — not 
bad  for  his  first  evening  of  surveil- 
lance. 

Then  he  saw  her.  She  was 
dancing  directly  in  front  of  him, 
and  though  he  saw  only  the  side  of 
her  head  as  she  laughed  up  at  her 
partner  and  though  he  caught  but  a 
glimpse  of  her  swirling  skirt  as  it 
swung  to  the  rhythm  of  the  music, 


he  knew  that  his  search  was  ended 
— if  she  had  two  million. 

Ten  minutes  later  he  was  with 
her  on  the  terrace  that  overlooked 
the  Sound.  Ten  minutes  before  he 
had  tapped  her  partner  on  the 
shoulder,  had  murmured  the  con- 
ventional "M'cut'pl'se"  and  had 
taken  her  in  his  arms,  scarcely  miss- 
ing a  beat  of  the  music.  Now, 
a  few  moments  after  he  had  stepped 
on  to  the  dance  floor,  he  was  alone 
with  her.  She  knew  that  his  name 
was  Huddy  Farrington  and  he 
knew  that  she  was  Virginia  Pen- 
nington. She  was  devastatingly 
beautiful — even  the  seriousness  of 
his  project  allowed  him  to  con- 
clude that,  or  perhaps  in  spite  of 
all  his  plans  he  arrived  at  such  a 
conclusion. 

She  knew  that  he  was  no  more 
entertaining  than  a  score  of  young 
gentlemen  with  whom  she  had 
danced,  and  smoked,  and  drank, 
and  terraced  that  evening,  but  she 
did  know  that  he  was  more.  oh. 
much  more,  intense.  She  sensed 
that  he  was  more  interested  in  her 
than  as  merely  a  pleasant  partner 
for  an  early  summer  evening — and 
the  funny  part  of  it  was  that  she 
was  not  at  all  sure  that  she  minded. 
He  had  said  that  she  was  beautiful 
— she  knew  that,  she  had  a  mirror 
or  two.  Others  had  told  her  the 
same  thing — but  the  words  had 
never  seemed  to  say  so  much.  But, 
of  course,  it  was  absurd,  she'd  only 
known  him  a  moment  or  so,  ten 
minutes  perhaps.  But  he  was 
nice     .     .     . 

IV 

The  next  day  was  Thursday. 
At  eleven  thirty  a  rap  came  on  the 
outer  door  of  Huddy's  suite  and 
with  it  was  the  call.  "Wire  for  you. 
sir."  Huddy,  only  partially  awake, 
sat  up  in  bed.  Wire?  Who  would 
be  writing  him?  Oh.  yes,  of 
course,  it  was  the  answer  to  the 
wire  he  had  sent  to  Randolph 
Phelps — his     roommate's     brother. 


and  the  only  other  person  who 
knew  of  his  campaign  for  the  sum- 
mer— in  New  York  asking  infor- 
mation on  his  list  of  girls,  which 
Miss  Virginia  Pennington  had 
delightfully  swelled  to  eighteen. 
Huddy  leaped  from  his  bed,  and 
grabbing  a  dollar  from  the  dresser 
for  the  tip,  rushed  to  the  door. 

His  fingers  shook  as  he  opened 
the  yellow  envelope.  Supposing 
she  didn't  have  two  million.  Per- 
ish the  thought.  She  was  perfect. 
To  hell  with  it.  If  she  didn't  have 
two  million  he'd  chuck  the  whole 
business  and  marry  her  anyway, — 
if   he   could.      The   telegram   read: 

HUDSON  M  FARRINGTON 
NARRAGANSETT  HOTEL 
NEWPORT  R  I 

PENNINGTON  BEST  BET 
STOP  FATHER  WIDOWER 
GIRL  SOLE  HEIR  STOP  HAS 
PRIVATE  MEANS  FROM 
MOTHERS  ESTATE  STOP 
DUN  AND  BRADSTREET 
OKAY  IN  RATING  STOP  LET- 
TER FOLLOWS  WITH  DE- 
TAILS ON  OTHERS  STOP 
GOOD  LUCK  STOP  TWENTY 
COOL  MILLIONS  SURE  STOP 
SEE  YOU  AT  THE  WEDDING 

R 
(To  Be  Continued  in 
December  Issue) 


More  grit  this  month  from  the  sweeper  on  every- 
body and  in  some  cases  almost  anybody.  Read  on 
and  weep. 

The  Thcta  hotel,  with  36  new  pledges,  will  soon 
pull  out  of  the  red  if  all  the  pledges  don't  flunk  out. 
Remember  Gleason  and  Ketcham  the  two  smooth 
pledges  who  didn't  make  their  grades?  Wedding  bells 
for  Sis  and  Business  College  for  Ket.  So  it  goes! 
Moral:  Hit  the  books  and  not  the  bottle!  Of  course, 
DeWolf,  there's  always  an  exception  that  proves  the 
rule! 

We  sec  by  the  Daily  Rag  that  i  8  salesmen  and  one 
Lambda  Chi  were  apprehended  in  the  Sorority  Quads 
the  other  day,  for  pestering  the  girls!  Please,  Mr. 
Shaffer,  don't  your  Brothers  know  when  to  stop? 


This  Time  It's  Love! 

The  engagement  of  the  month  goes  to  the  Theta 
House  with  Sue  Bickell  on  the  receiving  end  of  a  ring 
and  a  five-pound  box  of  candy  from  none  other  than 
Ken  Rearwm,  the  erstwhile  Austin  scholar!  Aunty 
wishes  youse  two  all  the  happiness  in  the  world.  .  .  . 
And  may  all  your  troubles  be  little  ones. 

Looks  like  Sue  Tait  and  Gene  Gilson  might  follow 
Bickell's  lead  .  .  .  and  I  wonder  who  the  Sigma  Nu 
is,  that  is  batting  in  the  Barker  league  at  present? 
Aunty  is  going  to  start  an  Aquarium  Club  if  this  sort 
of  things  keeps  up. 

Wonder  if  Freddie  Lind  is  still  wondering  what 
causes  that  strange  light  in  Nancy  Leivis'  lustrous 
orbs?  .  .  .  Ask  Jerry  Miller  .  .  .  he  knows! 


Rumor  hath  it  that  any  gin  breaths  found  on  th' 
darlin'  Pi  Phi  actives  or  pledges  (the  little  angels!) 
will  result  in  the  lifting  of  said  culprit's  pin.  So  at 
last  it's  come  to  this,  huh,  Betty?  Stoo  bad!  Anyway, 
let's  hope  there  aren't  any  Scotch  gals  in  the  house 
with  Hali.  .  .  .  And  by  the  way,  do  you  know  why 
Jane  (Rusty)  Orr  is  called  the  answer  to  a  Pi  Phi's 
prayer?  Take  a  squint  at  the  Syllabus  Staff — and 
guess. 


And  who  is  the  auburn-haired  Alpha  Chi,  who  is 
apparently  giving  all  her  recent  attention  to  the  Med- 
ical School  members  at  present?  .  .  .  Oh,  Doctor!  You 
tee-hee-ickle! 

And  incidentally  what's  this  we  hear  from  the 
theanthropic  Theta  pledge,  Moyer,  that  all  the  girls 
in  the  Theta  House  walk  upstairs  sideways,  as  a  pre- 
cautionary measure! 


And  have  you  seen  the  godawful  red  and  green  cur- 
tains in  the  Phi  Gam  House?  Wow!  Looks  like  some 
of  DeKieffer's  handiwork.  .  .  .  Wonder  what  color  is 
flaunted  in  the  gent's  refectoire? 


Bye  the  bye.  'tis  said  that  Werner,  of  the  Delts, 
likes  rhythm  with  his  romance,  as  furnished  by  the 
ticking  of  his  Baby  Ben.  Who  says  that  all  the  com- 
forts of  home  can  t  be  found  at  the  Harbor? 


Here's  one  for  the  book.  For  her  assistance  in  rush- 
ing the  Phi  Gams  are  rewarding  Peg  Gurley  by  tak- 
ing her  to  the  Valencia  instead  of  spending  the  eve- 
nings at  her  home.  .  .  .  and  speaking  of  Phi  Gam's  and 
Kappa's  reminds  me  that  Jimmie  Beaton,  after  resist- 
ing the  wiles  of  the  Pi  Phi  freshmen  last  year,  still 
has  his  pin  on  Ely  Sproul.  .  .  .  Guess  that's  why  he's 
somewhat  of  a  fixture  over  there.  Who  was  the  smart 
guy  that  came  to  the  Kappa  Open  House  at  six-thirty 
on  the  dot  .  .  .  and  had  the  floor  to  himself  .  .  .  and 
all  the  women  were  cutting  in  on  him  .  .  .  boy.  that 
early  bird  got  em!  .  .  .  Overheard  that  same  night  .  .  . 
"Hello.  Emy,  how're  things?"  And  Boozer,  without 
thinking,  comes  back  with  "Oh,  free  and  easy!" 
Whoops,  boys,  the  line  forms  on  the  right! 


The  AZA  who  calls  herself  "Kissable' 
licentious,  fallacious  propaganda. 


is  spreading 


Personal  to  Ann  Griffith:  The  Kappa's  want  to 
know  if  the  Alpha  Phi's  still  love  you  as  much  as 
they  did  during  Rushing? 

If  artentiveness  means  anything.  Elliott  Foltz  of 
the  Phi  Psi's  is  all  but  engaged  to  that  smooth  Kappa 
pledge,  Mile.  McKarahan.  .  .  .  And  the  same  goes  for 
Bob  Albritton  who  calls  a  certain  Marion  on  the  long 
distance  phone  every  week.  .  .  .  And  every  other  week, 
he  drives  over  to  Cleveland  to  see  if  she's  still  got  his 
pin  on.  ...  So  far,  the  other  guy  has  managed  to 
slide  out  the  back  door  in  time  .  .  .  but,  some  of  these 
days  .  .  .   ! 

Rocky  Nelson  is  around  the  Alpha  Phi  house  so 
much  the  inmates  made  the  sweet  thing  an  honorary 
member  of  their  chapter.  Just  what  sex  does  this 
make  "Little  Nell"? 


MS 

Theme  song  for  Park  Wray.  Sigma  Nu  footballing 
pledge — "Here's  to  Sigma  Nu,  the  Gratis  Fraternity 
on  Campus!"  .  .  .  Aunt  Polly  and  four  A.  O.  Pi's 
want  to  know  who  played  the  part  of  The  Hairy 
Ape  a  couple  of  weeks  ago — Man.  if  you  could  only 
cook!  .  .  .  Seen  in  Stix  Lab:  Lee  Foster,  back  from 
Europe:  Art  Jens  asleep:  Kaufman's  N  sweater:  Deep- 
stuff  and  Al  Rogers:  50,000  flies:  six  women  and 
Bud  Denman. 

Something  ought  to  be  done  about  that  awful 
pun  in  the  Daily.  Purple  Ponderings  .  .  .  Wonder 
where  Joyce  Snider  got  those  bedroom  eyes?  .  .  .  and 
Rose  Solfronk  is  something  of  an  artist's  model — 
hmmm,  we'll  have  to  look  into  this! 


Bad  (super-super)  Denman  packs  little  Doris  Lane 
off  to  Wellesley  and  does  most  of  his  weeping,  etc., 
on  the  nice  warm  shoulder  of  Ann  Mason.  The  sec- 
ond fiddle  is  well  played  by  another  Alpha  Phi — 
to  wit,  to  wit,  the  wit  (?)  Frannie  Mellick.  As  the 
seamstress  says,   "So  what?" 

Holly  Peck  asked  his  freshman  date  if  she 
wanted  to  go  to  the  Aragon  or  the  Beach — and  she 
shyly  replied  that  they'd  better  go  to  the  Aragon  be- 
cause wasn't  the  water  pretty  cold  this  time  of  year? 
Sweet  spirits  of  Nitre,  baby,  you  win  the  fancy  Italian 
open-work  Scottissue!  .  .  .  You  should  have  seen 
Ginny  Saunders  and  Gin  Liddle  catching  flies  in  the 
back  row  during  Bus.  Law  the  other  morn.  .  .  .  Aunty 
hereby  moves  that  Don  Horn  be  renamed  "Fog" 
Horn  in  lieu  of  the  stellar  work  he  did  at  the  Indiana 
game  selling  programs.  .  .  .  Ask  Fred  Lind  to  tell 
you  about  the  Argentine  Widow  he  nearly  married 
this  past  summer.  .  .  .  And  what  was  Hanley  doing  in 
the  fourth  row  of  the  Star  and  Garter  after  the  Indiana 
game? 

What  gave  Hullinger  the  bright  idea  that  Davy 
(pipsqueak)  Lott  writes  this  little  column?  Oh. 
Neddy,  darlin' — you  must  come  up  and  see  ME  some 
time!     At  least,  give  Aunty  credit  where  credit  is  due! 


Here's  one  about  said  Phi  Delt  (Migawd,  an- 
other?) In  rushes  Mr.  Lott  to  his  eight  o'clock  Stix 
Lecture,  fifteen  minutes  late.  "Hey!"  he  whispers  to 
Smith,  his  pal  next  to  him,  as  he  slides  into  his  seat. 
"Is  there  any  lipstick  on  my  face?"  "No,"  Smith 
replies.  "S'matter,  didn't  you  wash  your  face  last 
night?"  "Don't  be  foolish!"  comes  the  answer,  "I 
hadda  bring  my  gal  to  school  this  morning!"  .  .  . 
Teh!  Teh!  ...  So  this  is  collitch? 

Virgin-ia  Smith  was  almost  shocked  out  of  her 
foundation  (Legant  AA )  by  her  torrid  date — and 
the  next  week-end  she  lost  her  ride  home.  Same  House, 
but  a  different  cave  man.  For  Gunny  Sacks!  .  .  .  One 
of  the  smoother  Theta's  breath  was  so  strong  the 
other  night  it  almost  took  the  press  out  of  her  blind 
date's  suit.  Yes.  it  was  a  Phi  Psi:  most  blind  dates  are! 

And  at  the  Indiana  game,  did  you  see  Hanley  look- 
ing as  tho'  he  had  just  stepped  out  of  a  Scoff's  Emul- 
sion Ad:' — And  Kinder  heaving  wet  paper  on  unsus- 
pecting coeds — And  Hoagland  and  Bill  Gates  hittin' 
th'  bottle — my,  my,  a  pleasant  time  was  had  by  all. 

Paul  Carroll  (who's  afraid  of  the  big  bad  bore?j 
gave  Bright  Eyes  Dement  the  royal  run-around  for 
Kerr  (the  Phi  Gams  sex  life)  and  when  he  can't  get 
a  date  with  old  Hot  Stuff,  he  practices  on  Palsy-Walsy 
Culver.  A  certain  drunk  lug  recently  called  up  Emmy 
McKee  at  the  Thct  house,  and  and  said  he  wanted 
to  go  out  and  do  a  little  old  fashioned  necking.  He 
said  the  name  was  Gene  Green — but  Gene  was  known 
to  be  out  (completely)  with  one  of  the  gals  that 
evening,  so-o-o-o-o-o-o.  Sounds  just  like  the  Sick 
Chi  line,  tho. 

Freshmen!  Don't  be  smooth  like  Moron  Neal. 
laftingly  called  Tommy,  for  he  tried  to  hang  his  pin 
on  Jane  Iredale.  Joyce  Snider,  and  Joan  Cotter  in  such 
rapid  succession  that  the  dear  gals  hardly  had  time  to 
discuss  him  in  one  of  their  charming  R.F.'s.  But  his 
fourth  endeavor  succeeded,  thus  proving  to  all  and 
sundry  that  Welch  may  be  haughty,  but  she  can  be 
had!  Bye  now! 

Aunt  Polly. 


His  girl,  Thursday! 
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AN  OUTSIDE  VIEW 
ON  INDOOR  SPORTS 

Polly  seems  to  dwell  most  extensively  in  the  realm 
of  outdoor  sports,  neglecting  conspicuously  the  indoor 
sports  which  are  easily  as  important,  and  perhaps  a 
much  more  essential  part  of  college  life.  You  be  the 
judges  and  judgesses. 

Life  moves  on  gaily — but  the  gaiety  of  life  is 
greatly  affected  by  the  success  of  participation  in  these 
indoor  sports.  The  proverbial  jollity  of  the  college 
student  can  be  attributed  to  this  source  more  ap- 
propriately than  to  any  other.  Let  us  consider  two 
of  the  major  sports  which  lie  in  this  category — 

NECKING— 

The  neck  has  always  been  a  vital  part  of  the  human 
anatom.y  and  life  processes — emotionally,  and  not 
biologically  speaking.  It  performs  many  functions,  the 
least  of  which  is  to  raise  the  head  above  the  shoulders, 
in  this  manner  forming  a  food  passage  from  the 
external  aperture  of  the  mouth  to  the  north  end  of 
the  esophagus.  Its  other  functions  are  numerous  but 
they  all  seem  to  lie  in  one  category — mastoid  munch- 
ing, or  perhaps  better  stated,  tonsil  tickling.  A  good 
tonsil  tickler  is  probably  one  of  the  commonest  mem- 
bers of  the  average  student  body,  generally  speaking. 


A  good  neck  is  probably  the  most  enjoyable  part  of 
the  average  student  body,   physiologically  speaking. 

Occasionally  the  word  is  used  in  the  verbial  sense 
— but  its  use  in  this  form  is  unfamiliar  to  the  campus 
as  a  whole.  This  interpretation  is  so  restricted  in 
general  understanding  that  it  will  probably  be  neces- 
sary to  give  a  slight  explanation  of  the  term.  The 
declension  of  the  verb  is  as  follows — present,  neck, 
past,  neked,  future,  nudism.  However,  let  us  not  dwell 
too  long  on  the  neck — tsk,  tsk,  dear  Sigma  Nu,  but 
pass  on  dov/n  to 

PETTING— 

as  it  is  laughingly  referred  to  around  this  here 
village  of  ours. 

Pet  is  a  synonym  for  Big  Bill,  the  Beta.  If  you  will 
pardon  my  slight  digression,  the  Betas  are  beginning 
to  take  on  sort  of  a  hounded  expression  since  Bill 
came  along.  Anyway  both  Bill  and  the  Betas  are 
house  broke — thank  Heavens.  Actually  though,  Bill 
and  the  Betas  are  beginning  to  look  so  much  alike  that 
it's  almost  impossible  to  tell  Frosty  and  Bill  apart 
when  you  see  them  together.  They  both  walk  on 
four  legs,  except  Frosty.  They  both  have  light  hair, 
except  Bill.  Their  similarity  is  most  remarkable  to  say 
the  least.  One  thing,  however,  did  you  ever  notice 
the  facial  expression?  One  of  them  has  an  intelligent 
face,  and  did  you  ever  notice  just  how  bright  Bill 
really  is? 

Bill  really  is  a  first  class  example  of  the  collegiate 
definition  of  the  noun  pet.  However,  the  verb  takes 
on  a  slightly  different  meaning.  Its  classic  sentence 
illustration  is  in  that  chivalrous  statement  of  a  gallant 
college  student  to  a  brother  in  the  bond  when  they 
had  only  one  Alpha  Phi  between  them,  ''Now  I'm 
a'  tellin'  ya,  you  petter  or  I  will." 


Sorority 
Pins 


Page  Fifteen 


RECORD  EVENTS 

In  the  following  column  we  are  inaugurating  a 
new  feature.  Our  aim  is  to  give  you  all  the  information 
on  the  late  dance  recording  releases.  Here  is  the  com- 
ment on  this  month's  specialties — we  hope  you  like  it. 

BRUNSWICK 

Bing  Crosby  tops  the  list  this  month  with  six 
good  numbers.  We  like  his  coupling  of  Home  on  the 
Range  and  The  Last  Round-up.  The  two  other  discs 
are  The  Day  You  Came  Along  with  /  Guess  It  Had 
to  Be  That  Way  and  Thanks  with  Black  Moonlight 
on  the  reverse  side.  In  all  of  these  numbers  Crosby 
is  at  his  best,  doing  Thanks  and  The  Day  You  Came 
Along  exceptionally  well. 

Glen  Gray  and  his  Casa  Loma  orchestra  (our 
favorite  band)  are  up  to  par  on  Sweet  Madness  and 
Me  Foe  You  Forever.  Kenny  Sargent  does  smooth 
vocals  on  both. — Recommended. 

From  "Footlight  Parade,"  Lombardo  records  By 
a  Waterfall  in  his  first  style.  On  the  reverse  side  he 
plays  Shanghai  Ltl.  in  his  other  style. 

Hal  Kemp  is  back  again  and  offers  Ain't-Cha  Glad 
and  If  You  Lived  in  the  Mountains.  Skinny  Ennis 
does  great  work  on  the  vocals.  On  another  disc  Hal 
does  that  swell  number.  It's  Only  a  Paper  Moon,  with 
the  vocal  by  Deane  Janis.  Both  recommended. 

VICTOR 

Paul  Whiteman's  version  of  Only  a  Paper  Moon 
and  Night  Owl  make  a  good  combination.  The  lat- 
ter is  well  done  with  the  Rhythm  Boys  providing 
close  harmony.  We  like  Kemp's  version  better,  how- 
ever. Whiteman  also  records  Sittin'  on  a  Backyard 
Fence  and  Shanghai  Lil. 

Isham  Jones'  rhythmic  music  producers  blow  a 
few  notes  and  the  result  is  three  new  records.  Down  a 
Long  Long  Road  and  Isn't  It  Swell  to  Dream  make 
a  good  disc.  Eddie  Stone  does  an  excellent  vocal.  Jones 
also  links  /  Want  You,  I  Need  You  with  Dallas  Man. 
Stone  should  have  sung  Dallas  Man.  The  last  of  the 
three  groups  Tomorrow  with  This  Time  It's  Love. 
All  three  are  recommended. 

Jan  Garbcr — a  la  Lombardo — plays  /'//  Be  Faithful 
along  with  And  So  Goodbye.  The  tunes  are  good  and 
Lew  Palmer  sings  the  first  well.  The  second  is  done 
by  Lee  Bennett,  a  la  "Crosbyish  "  baritone. 

COLUMBIA 

Clyde  McCoy  drags  out  his  trumpet  and  revives 
several  varieties  of  blues — Sugar  Blues.  Basin  St. 
Blues,  Nobody's  Sweetheart.  Some  of  These  Days. 
etc.  McCoy  also  plays  his  own  waltz.  In  the  Cool  of 
the  Night.  All  are  in  "the  real  McCoy  style." 

On  a  twelve-inch  record,  George  Olsen's  version  of 
The  Last  Round-up  is  linked  with  Bernie  and  all  the 
Lads  playing  Who's  Afraid  of  the  Big  Bad  Wolfi" 
Just  about  two  inches  too  much  of  both. 

TAG**RSB 


MANY  STUDENTS  KNOW 

TOM  CONSER 

Executive  Secretary 
Northwestern  University  Foundation 


Tom  says  of  E.  L.  KAPPELMAN,  the  printer  "Kap  is  en- 
titled to  a  good  share  of  student  patronage,  because  ho 
is  a  loyal  supporter  of  Northwestern,  an  alumnus  and  a 
good    printer." 

KAP'S  PRINT  SHOP 

806  Post  Office  Place  UNIversify  0733 


GOOD 
PRINTING 


Good  printing  reflects  the  character  of  any 
activity.  It  inspires  confidence.  It  creates 
prestige.  It  produces  results.  And  it  costs 
no  more  than  ordinary  colorless  "just  print- 
ing." If  in  your  school  activities  you  want 
to  enjoy  the  advantages  of  good  printing 
,  .  .  want  to  learn  all  those  little  unexpected 
touches  which  make  up  our  service,  phone 
us.  It  makes  no  difference  whether  the  job 
is  big  or  small — we'll  be  glad  to  help  you 
solve    your    printing     problem. 

LLOYD   HOLLISTER    INC. 


Wilmette  4300 
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Winnefka  2000 


The  Artist's 
Conception 
ot  a  Footbal 
Team 
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speaking  of  Sports — why  not  an — 

ALL  SORORITY  FOOTBALL  TEAM? 

Here's  the  line-up  as  picked  by  Coaches  Shaffer, 
Albritton  and  Lott — and  what  a  hne  these  babies 
have! 

Right  End — Little  Annie  Griffith  of  the  Pi  Phi's. 

This  little  girl  is  an  hombre  from  Texas  where 
she  played  a  bang-up  game  of  post-office,  flicked  a 
mean  tea-cup  and  slayed  'em  all  with  that  drawl  of 
hers — and  oh,  boy!  Has  she  got  a  broad  A! 

Right  Tackle — Dot   Foley — Alpha   Chi   House. 

Here's  a  gal  that's  built  like  a  brick  apartment 
house.  Big,  tall,  rangy,  and  what  a  line- woman! 
She  has  one  of  the  smoothest  in  college.  Ask  her 
Masseur,   Blake,   for   further  recommendations. 

Right  Guard — "Gin"  Saunder's  of  the  A.  O.  Pi's. 

She's  always  on  her  guard  against  any  off-side  or 
dirty  rushing,  especially  when  someone  else  is  doing 
it.  But  she's  always  ready  to  overlook  any  funny 
stuff — in  fact,  she's  been  known  to  drink  it  upon 
occasion. 

Center — Dotty  Reynolds  of  the  Kcppa  Hoose. 

A  great  gal  on  the  defensive  but  when  she  get's 
warmed  up — oh,  man!  What  an  offensive  player — 
even  her  best  friends — well! 

Left   Guard — Milly   Woodcock,    Chi    Omega, 

This  gal  should  be  an  Ail-American — watch  her 
block  on  the  dance-floor.  And  such  foot  work — if 
she  were  a  man,  she'd  shift  gears  with  her  feet! 

Left  Tackle — Phyllis  Larson — of  the  good  old 
Zeta  Tau  Alpha's. 

This  is  beside  the  point — but  take  it  from  Assist- 
ant Coach  Hullinger — this  gal  has  lips  like  Chicago's 
loop — there's  no  parking  there,  except  at  night. 

Left  End — Marion  Burnett,  Delta  Delta  Delta. 

One  of  the  best  blockers  of  passes  in  the  school — 
especially  in  a  rumble  seat.  If  you  don't  believe  me, 
ask  my  pal  Olyniec  of  the  Sig  Chi  House — his  face 
is  still  red.  She  may  be  Left  End  but  she's  never 
left  out! 

Quarterback — Sal  Owens — of  the  Delta  Gamma 
Group. 

This  little  gal  can  be  relied  upon  to  never  get  her 
signals  mixed — and  if  you  can  believe  the  Sigma  Nu 
Active  Chapter,  she  always  knows  the  score. 

Left  Half — Laura  Dodge  of  the  Kappa  Delta  Men- 
tion. 

Here's  a  smart  little  babe  that  can  run  the  ball, 
ring  the  bell,  and  shoot  the  bull.  A  triple  trcet  gal — 
I  mean  a  thriple — aw.  nuts!  You  know  mut  I 
whean! 

Right  Half  —  Isadore  DeWoolff!  Of  the  Theta 
Grand  Hotel.  (Otherwise  known  as  "Dizzy"  De- 
Wolf.) 

(Continued   on    Page    i g) 


Mildness  alone 
Is  Not   Enough 


.^tda<^ 


^f^"- 


^>^    FLAVOR 


IET  US  get  straight  on  this  matter  of  tobacco  mildness.  Of 
_j  course  you  want  a  mild  pipe  tobacco.  But  mildness  alone 
is  not  enough.  What  you  really  want  is  mildness  pZws  flamr. 

In  Edgeworth  you  will  find  that  rare  combination  —  n!i?rf»ess 
plus  flavor.  Edgeworth  is  a  blend  of  only  the  tenderest  leaves 
of  the  burley  plant.  No  other  parts  of  the  hurley  plant  will  do 
for  Edgeworth.  Not  only  do  these  leaves  have  the  choicest 
flavor  but,  more  than  that,  we  have  learned  in  our  over  half 
a  century  of  experience  that  in  them  is  found  the  mildest  pipe 
tobacco  that  grows. 


FREE  booklet  on  the  care  and 
To  get  the  real  satisfaction  pipe 
smoking  can  give  you,  to  enjoy 
the  full  flavor  of  good  tobacco, 
you  must  treat  your  pipe  right. 
Send  for  a  free  copy  of  "The 
Truth  About  Pipes."  It  contains 
much  practical  and  useful  infor- 
mation for  pipe  smokers.  Address: 
Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va., 
Tobacconists  since  1877. 


Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  or 
Edgeworth  in  Slice  form.  Sold  everywhere. 
All  sizes  frovi  15i  socket  package  to  pound 
huntidortins.  Also  several  sizes  in  vacnum 
packed  tins. 


enjoyment  of  your  pipe. 


EDGEWORTH 


MADE  FROM  THE 


iiiaeco 


THAT  GROWS 


t  Nominate 
far  l^nnor— 


We  take  great  pleasure  in  nominating  for  honor 
none  other  than  Elaine  VanScoy.  the  standard  bearer 
of  the  Alpha  Xi's.  This  swell  gal  really  deserves  a 
hand.  Don't  think  she  doesn't  get  plenty  to  con- 
tend  with. 

Any  girl  who  rates  varsity  football  players,  North- 
western's  greatest  heroes,  must  be  good — for  some- 
thing. Elaine's  sweet  smiles  and  coy  winks  have 
seduced  many  a  gridman.  Among  these  lovers  of 
lovely  women,  Elaine  holds  first  place.  Gladly  would 
any  of  them  give  some  of  their  hard-earned  money 
for  an  evening  with  his  honey  of  a  girl.  But  Elaine 
is  no  gold  digger:  anyway,  not  with  football  heroes. 

Even  Elaine  herself  admits  she  is  the  smoothest 
dancer  in  school  and  who  should  know  better  than 
she?  Perhaps  this  is  the  reason  why  so  many  men 
desire  her.  However,  Elaine  is  more  than  just  a 
beautiful  dancer.  Could  we  possibly  find  another 
girl  so  worthy  of  honor?  If  so  we  would  surely  like 
to   have  her  come  up  sometime. 

You  gents  upon  this  campus  who.  somehow,  have 
missed  knowing  this  wondrous  girl  please  call  Gre. 
8860.  A  date  with  beautiful  Elaine  will  put  you 
in  ecstasy  for  months  to  come.  Never  has  North 
western  been  favored  with  a  more  cheerful,  good- 
natured,  peppy  girl  than  Elaine  VanScoy  and  never 
was  there  one  more  ready  or  willing  to  partake  in 
any  fun  that  might  come  along.  She  has  a  personal- 
ity that  immediately  wins  you.  She  has  the  soft  red 
lips,  the  big  brown  eyes,  the  beautiful  figure  that 
should  go  with  such  a  personality.  She  has  a  grand 
smile  and  a  happy  greeting  for  everyone  and  you  may 
be  sure  she  will   never  high-hat   you. 

So,  sweet  Elaine,  please  accept  our  nomination  for 
honor.  We  think  you  arc  perfect.  Don't  ever  change. 
Be  as  you  are  and  you  will  always  be  most  popular 
and   will    always   rate   heroes.      More  power   to   you! 


mh  for 
d^bUuinn— 


Every  dog  must  have  his  day.  dirty  dogs  not  ex- 
cluded. And  so  Paul  Ziffren,  king  of  glad  banders, 
like  the  rest  has  had  his  day.  Now  we  nominate  him 
for  complete  and  utter  oblivion.  Not  long  ago  Paul 
was  congratulating  himself.  His  name  was  appearing 
in  the  Daily  quite  often.  He  even  made  the  column, 
for  good  old  Zif  was  playing  in  the  political  mud 
puddle.  Paul  loved  this.  He  loved  to  see  his  name  in 
print  for  he  was  his  own  publicity  agent.  He  loved 
to  play  politics  for  this  made  him  think  he  was  a  big 
shot.  But  Zif  didn't  play  fair  and  when  he  got 
throtigh  he  found  himself  all  dirty  and  holding  the 
wrong  end  of  the  stick. 

Zif  thought  he  was  a  smoothy.  He  thought  that 
because  he  could  spread  it  on  thick  and  because  he 
was  such  a  power-house  at  getting  publicity  that  he 
would  soon  run  the  campus.  He  had  it  all  figured  out 
whereby  next  year's  freshmen  would  stage  daily  fights 
on  U.  H.  steps  for  the  honor  of  polishing  his  worn- 
out  clodhoppers.  It  seemed  impossible  to  Zif  that  he 
would  not  reach  the  height  of  B.M.O.C.ism.  How 
could  a  gent  so  cunning,  so  clever,  and  with  such  a 
personality  fail  his  purpose.    Such  conceit,  Zif,  old  top. 

It's  a  shame  that  a  man  so  brilliant  as  Paul  should 
make  the  disastrous  mistake  that  he  has  made.  Why, 
Zif  honestly  believed  that  he  could  outwit  anyone 
on  campus.  What  he  did  was  to  outwit  himself.  Yes, 
Zif  fooled  himself  and  now  he  is  the  goat.  Now  he 
can't  be  a  B.  M.  O.  C.  for  everyone  is  on  to  him.  He 
opened  that  large  mouth  of  his  too  often  and  let  too 
many  finely  formed  phrases  fall  upon  the  ears  of 
campus  listeners.  Zif  brought  about  his  own  down- 
fall and  now  he  makes  his  exit  a  sadder  and,  we  hope, 
wiser  young  man. 

So  we  will  allow  poor  Paul  Ziffren  to  wend  his 
way  alone.  He  enters  oblivion  by  our  nomination 
and  with  the  approval  of  us  all. 


Page  Nineteen 


f>s.^mim\mwi\  [piiPPiLc  pair!i;^ot 


WHO??? 
ME??? 


???????? 

Note  One:  Readers  are  requested  to  gu(!ss  the 
identities  of  the  above  people.  These  guesses  will  be 
printed  along  with  a  re-print  of  this  picture  in  next 
month's  PARROT.  A  new  photograph  will  also  be 
published  at  that  time.  Guesses  should  be  turned  in 
at  University  Hall    loi. 

Note  Two:  These  pictures  are  taken  by  PURPLE 
Parrot  Staff  Photographers  by  flashlight  photog- 
raphy and  are  NOT  posed.  Our  photographers  will 
show  their  credentials  upon  request — if  you  can  catch 
them. 


(Continued  from  Page  i  j) 
The  fastest  gal  on  the  entire  team,  bar  none.  Her 
training  headquarters  are  centered  more  or  less  around 
the  Rendezvous,  where  our  "Dizzy"  can  be  found 
living  up  to  her  name  almost  any  Saturday  night,  in 
the  company  of  almost  anybody. 

Full  Back — Helen  DeVries — Captain  of  the  Alpha 
Phi  Cohorts. 

In  line-smashing  or  heart-smashing  this  little  babe 
excels — it's  all  one  to  her.  In  fact,  it's  doubtful  if 
she  knows  the  difference  between  the  two.  But  she 
knows  all  the  answers — ask  Coach  Lott,   he  knows! 


^JO-  tor  a  Htle 
to  this  picture 

Life  Savers,  Inc..  will  pay  $10  for  the  most 
humorous  title  to  this  picture.  $5  second 
prize.  And  for  the  next  25  most  humorous 
titles.  25  prizes  of  a  box  of  Life  Savers  will  bo 
[jlvea.  In  the  event  of  a  tie,  duplicate  prizes 
will  be  awarded. 

Write  your  title  on  the  inside  of  the  Life 
Savers  wrapper  or  on  a  hand  drawn  fac- 
simile and  mail  to  Contest  Dept.,  Life  Savers, 
Inc.,  Port  Chester,  N.  Y.  This  contest  Is  open 
to  collefic  students  everywhere.  Entries  must 
be  postmarked  oo  or  before  January  I,  1*34. 


JUNIORS 

and 

ORGANIZATIONS 


The  Syllabus  board  is  de-j-ermined  to 
make  the  1935  Syllabus  the  bigges-j-  and 
most  elaborate  of  all  years.  1+  marks 
the  50th  golden  anniversary  of  the  pub- 
lication. DO  YOUR  PART  and  make 
appointments     for     photographs     now. 


Eugene  L.  Ray 

OFFICIAL   PHOTOGRAPHER 

for 
NORTHWESTERN    UNIVERSITY 

Studio:   1606  Chicago  Ave.  Evans+on 
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"Hands  up!"  cried  the  gangster's  daughter,  as  she 
slapped  her  date's  mug. 

Jean  is  so  dumb  in  geology  that  she  thinks  a  fjord 
is  one  of  those  things  which  resemble  an  automobile. 
«>       ♦       «> 

It's  getting  hard  for  a  working  girl  to  make  a 
living  these  days  with  guys  calling  up  and  asking 
what  night  she's  free. 

♦       <?■ 

"Oh,  dear!  "  sighed  the  cootie,  as  he  lit  on  the  fe- 
male Living  Skeleton,  "I  haven't  been  on  a  big  bust 
for  months!  Wonder  where  in  hell  does  the  Fat  Lady 
hang  out?" 

#       ♦       ^ 

" — and   there   I    was.    marooned    for   two   years  on 
that  desert  island  with  this  woman! 
" — Oh,  you  lucky  dog! 
"Lucky,  hell!   She  was  my  mother-in-law! 

Tell  me,  do  you  believe  in  birth  control? 

Oh  yes,  but  isn't  it  a  shame  your  mother  didn't! 

.^.         ^         ,;. 

Copy  for  a  florist's  ad:  "There's  many  a  guy  who 
wishes  he  had  said  it  with  flowers  instead  of  with 
ink." 

— Panther 


Land  of  the  Midnight  Son 


2-c "Everytime  I  kiss  you  it  makes  me  a  bet- 
ter man." 

O.  A.  O. — "Well,  you  don't  have  to  try  to  get  to 
Heaven  in  one  night."  — Log 


Kappa;    They  tell  me  that   I  have  a  pagan  body, 
but  a  puritan  mind. 

Beta:   Arc  you  ever  absent-minded? 


Why  do  you  always  call  Janet  Take,  "Miss"  Take? 
Why  you  see,  it's  so  easy  to  make  a  mistake! 


"Smile,  Please" 


"Maw,  kin  I  go  out  and  play?" 
"Not  with  that  dirty  neck." 
"But,  Maw,  she's  a  nice  girl." 

«>       ♦       «■ 


-Sun  Dial 


Fashion  Note:  There  may  be  a  slight  change  in 
infant's  wear  from  day  to  day.  — Punch  Boivl 

«•♦<$> 

Boresome  Husband:  Let's  have  some  fun  this  eve- 
ning. 

Bored  Wife:  O.  K.,  and  please  leave  the  light  on  in 
the  hallway  if  you  get  home  before  1  do. 

— Exchange 

RESULTS 

Miss  Sophia  Jones  tripped  into  the  lawyer's  office. 
"Cain't  ah  sue  dat  no  good  fo'  nothin'  Rastus  SmifF 
fo'  somepin'.  mister?  He  promised  to  marry  me,  dat 
he  did,  an'  yesttiddy  he  done  'loped  with  another 
gal." 

"Promised  to  marry  you,  eh?"  mused  the  lawyer. 
"Well,  have  you  anything  in  black  and  white  to 
show   for  it?" 

"No,  suh.  "  replied  Sophia.   "Jes'  black  is  all." 

— Battalion 


WHAT— NO  SLEIGH  BELLS? 


You'll  shout  with  relief  at  these  really  NEW  designs. 
Ridiculously  happy  ideas!  Gayly  proper  ideas!  All  to 
make  this  the  cheeriest  Christmas  ever! 

RYTEX  OLD  WOOD  BLOCK  STYLE 

Chri^stmaii;  Cards 


50  CARDS— WITH  YOUR  NAME 
50  PLAIN  ENVELOPES 


With  these  smart  Old  Wood 
Block  Style  Cards  at  such  an 
unusually  low  price  you  will 
want  to  send  more  generously 
this  year  than  ever! 


Fourteen  "tricky"  designs  to 
choose  from  —  on  White 
Vellum,  White  Threadloom  or 
Brown  Threadloom  paper. 

ORDER  IMMEDIATELY 


$Joo 


Your  name  on  the  fifty  cards 
— all  this  for  less  than  you 
would  pay  for  the  cards  alone 
— and  50  plain  envelopes  to 
match. 


Stop  at  our  Pen  Counter  . . . 
See  Parker's  New  Miracle  Pen 

Parker 
Vacumatie  Filler 


Books 

at 
REDUCED  PRICES 

Fiction 

Religion 

Psychology 

Advertising 

and  many  others,  including 
some  first  editions,  may  be 
found  in  this  selected  group. 


Holds  Twice  as  Much  Ink 

Without  Increase  in  Size 

>0    MORE    EUXNIXG    DHY   AT 
A    CEITICAL    M03IENT 

This  new  miracle — a  pen  utterly  new  and 
basically  diiferent  —  the  Parker  ^'acumat;c 
Filler  Pen — has  twice  the  usual  ink  capacity. 
Moreover,  its  beautiful  transparent  barrel 
shows  the  quantity  of  ink  within — yet  looks 
solid   until   held   to  the   light. 


^  and 


$T50 


■7 


set 


Like  twin  jewels — Parker 
Vacuum  Filler  Jr.  Pen  and 
Pencil,  including  gift  box. 


CHANDLER'S 

Fountain  Square  Evanston 

THE    UNIVERSITY    STUDENTS'    STORE 


•  MR.  HAGENLOCH- 
ER  says,  "If  I  were  giv- 
ing one  simple  rule  for 
successful  billiard  play,  I 
should  say,  'Watch  your 
nerves!'  That's  why  I've 
stnoked  Camels  for  years. 
They  never  upset  my 
nervous  system." 


•  ERICH  HAGENLOCHER, 
twice  18.2  halk-Iine  billiard  cham- 
pion of  the  world.  Healthy  nerves 
have  carried  him  successfully 
through  the  sternest  international 
competition  to  many  titles. 


•  RIGHT— TALKING  IT  OVER 
calls  for  more  Camels.  Steady 
smoking  reveals  the  true  quality 
of  a  cigarette.  Camels  keep  right 
on  tasting  mild,  rich  and  cool . .  . 
no  matter  ho\v  many  you  smoke. 


Steady  Smokers  turn  to  Camels 


'  'I  know  of  no  sport, ' '  says  Erich  Hagen- 
locher,  "that  places  a  greater  strain  on 
the  nerves  than  tournament  billiards.  The 
slightest  inaccuracy  can  ruin  an  imjjortant 
run.  One  simple  rule  for  success  is,  'Watch 
your  nerves!'  I  have  smoked  Camels  for 
years.  I  like  their  taste  better  and  because 
they're  milder,  they  never  upset  my  ner- 
vous system." 

There  ?s  a  difference  between  Camel's 
costlier  tobaccos  and  the  tobaccos  used  in 
other  popular  cigarettes.  You'll  notice  the 
difference  in  taste  and  in  mildness  — and 
Camels  never  jangle  your  nerves.  You  can 
prove  this  yourself.  Begin  today! 


IT  !S  MORE  FUN  TO  KNOW 

Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
tobaccos  than  an-y  other 
popular  brand.  The-y  give 
more  pleasure.  Your  o-vvn 
taste    will    confirm    this. 


Cnpyrislit.  ll'S.". 
R.  .T.  BeyiKtUlsTubacco  Company 


NEVER  TIRE  YOUR  TASTE 


